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" Well, Soames, I think you did splendidly ; it serves
them right! "
Conscious that his narrative must have presented the
truth as it would not appear to the public, Soames
muttered :
" That's all very well; you'll find a very different version
in the financial papers."
" Oh ! but nobody reads them. I shouldn't worry. Do
you do Coue ? Such a comfortable little man, Soames ; I
went to hear him. It's rather a bore sometimes, but it's
quite the latest thing."
Soames became inaudible—he never confessed a weakness.
" And how," asked Winifred, " is Fleur's little affair ? "
" c Little affair !' " echoed a voice above his head. That
bird ! It was clinging to the brocade curtains, moving its
neck up and down,
" Polly ! " said Winifred :   " don't be naughty ! "
" Soames ! " said the bird.
" I've taught him that.    Isn't he rather sweet ? "
" No," said Soames. " I should shut him up ; he'll
spoil your curtains."
The vexation of the afternoon had revived within him
suddenly. What was life, but parrotry ? What did people
see of the real truth ? They just repeated each other, like
a lot of shareholders, or got their precious sentiments out
of The Daily Liar. For one person who took a line, z
hundred followed on, like sheep !
, " You'll stay and dine, dear boy ! " said Winifred.
Yes ! he would dine. Had she a melon, by any chance i
He'd no inclination to go and sit opposite his wife at Soutl
Square. Ten to one Fleur would not be down. And as t<
young Michael—the fellow had been there that afternooi
and witnessed the whole thing ; he'd no wish to go over i
again.

